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Distortion 


Author's Notes: 
This was something that.| don\'t know, it sprung out of nowhere and left me crying. It was done in about 20 


minutes, tops. 

So..Enjoy. 

There was pain in everything. Everything, and he meant everything, was painful. Happiness had its own pain, for 
you can't truly be happy without having been sad first. He knows that now. 

He's sitting in the front of the bus, tears rolling down his face, though he'd kill someone if he knew they saw 
him. Lars knows that he'd be killed quickly if James knew he was being watched as he grieved. The pain was in 
those blue eyes, eyes that stared out the tour window while their newest "victim" slept in a bunk. Lars 


watched as James reached out, grabbing a bottle of cheap vodka. 


Cliff had enjoyed cheap vodka 


"Dude, we've got enough money to get something better," said Kirk, reaching for some brand that Lars couldn't 


remember. 
"Yeah but the cheap shit hits harder," said Cliff, grinning lazily to the curly-headed guitarist. 


"We'll get the cheap shit," said James, putting the issue to rest, smiling a little to Cliff who smiled back 


James was starting to take a swig, only the swig changed. It became a gulp, until James could no longer 
breathe, the fire raced through his empty stomach and into his bloodstream. The tears flowed easier now, 
though he didn't feel them. Watching him, Lars could feel the tears sliding down his own face as James sat up 
and watched out the window. The trees were blurs if you looked one way, toward the front in fact. If you 
stopped and turned your head toward the back then they separated and you seemed to go slower. James was 
looking toward the front, hoping to rush through how he was feeling. He took another long gulp that forced 


more tears out of his eyes without his knowing. 


Lars heard shifting in the bunks, little whimpers that Kirk only made in his sleep. He had continuous nightmares. 
Probably always would. Lars didn't know how he should feel, part of him wanted to rush out and steal some of 
that cheap vodka that Cliff had liked. That James had bought because Cliff liked it. They had been happy, being 
friends and playing. They were good. They were going to be the best, fuck being as good as just some band. 
They were going to be the best band. 


"Do . . . do you think we're gonna make it?" said Lars, taking a swig from his beer, the label beginning to peel 


under his fingers from the condensation dissolving the adhesive. 

"Fuck yeah we're gonna make it," said Cliff, looking over at him with a grin, his eyes hazy from the joint that 
he passed over to Lars, who took it and enjoyed the way the smoke entered his lungs and was trapped there 
for a moment. 

The joint changed hands. 

"Yeah. We're gonna," said Lars, leaning back as the night dropped dew down onto them and their surroundings. 


More whimpers. They echoed in the bunks, wandered up to Lars’ ears. 


But they weren't from Kirk. No, his were more frightened, were more tortured. Sometimes, they were happy 


though. When they were rolling along the road, sleeping, or not in some cases. They had a tone to them. 
These sounded heartbreaking. Full of pain, missing someone dear. 


Lars suddenly realized they were coming from himself. 


